105
something brave and courageous in the sooty air. Now
and again could be heard sarcastic remarks and excla-
mations of encouragement. The older workers smiled fur-
tively. The bosses walked past with worried looks on their
faces. Policemen ran about, and when groups of workers
caught sight of them they either sauntered away 01
stopped talking, fixing their eyes on the angry, exaspe-
rated faces.
The faces of the workers had a washed look. She
caught a glimpse of the tall elder Gusev, with his laugh-
ing brother following at his heels.
Vavilov, foreman of the carpenter shop, and Isai, the
timekeeper, walked slowly past. The puny little time-
keeper had his head screwed up and round to get a view
of.the foreman's formidable face as he chattered away
with jerks of his stringy beard.
"They make a joke of it, Ivan Ivanovich. They seem
to take pleasure in it, thought it means the ruination of
the state, as the honourable director pointed out. It's not
weeding, but ploughing under that has to be done
here. ..."
Vavilov walked on with his hands behind his back,
his fingers tightly clenched.
"Go ahead and print whatever you like, you son of a
bitch!" he said in a loud voice. "But don't dare say a
word about me!"
Vasili Gusev came up to the mother.
"I think I'll try another one of your dinners, mother.
Your food's good," he said, lowering his voice and nar-
rowing his eyes to add, "Just what we need. Good work,
mother."
She nodded to him affectionately. She was pleased to
have this fellow, who was considered the biggest mis-
chiefmaker in the settlement, address her with such
respect. She was also pleased by the excitement at the
factory, and kept thinking, "If it wasn't for me	"
Three unskilled labourers stopped not far away from
her.

